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you permitted it to be only a threat that came to nothing
is another reason for my signing myself

Ever yours most gratefully,
Adela Pinson.

Theo folded the letter thoughtfully and put it in his
wallet. He felt, for once, humble. It is a love-letter, he said
to himself. If she had written in burning phrases, it could
not have been more undoubtedly a love-letter.

That night Elsie played without an audience. Alec and
Theo together climbed the shaly shivering slopes of Mam
Tor. They had little to say to one another. They sat on the
summit watching the wide bowl of country below them fill
slowly with shadows. Alec was edgy. He complained of
Theo's pipe fouling the evening air. He complained of the
country itself. " I'm a townsman, Chrystal," he said. " A
little bit of this goes a long way with me. I hate to watch
a day bleeding to death, as we're doing now. I prefer to
watch the lights come up and the night beginning to live."

Theo did not answer. He was thinking of Elsie and of
Adela's letter in his pocket.

" In town, I wake up at night/' Alec persisted. " You
can do things at night that are not possible in the day. The
only time I ever tried to fill a man was at night."

He looked sideways to see the effect of this on Theo.
Theo's face was unmoved. " A murder can get done in the
country as easily as in the town," he said. " There was the
case of the runaway couple clubbed to death in the Winnats.
The murderers were never found."

"Damn the Winnats," said Alec. "I'm talking about
me. I'm telling you I once tried to kill a man. Aren't you
interested ? "

Theo looked at him indulgently. "You don't look a
murderer, Alec," he said.

" I should imagine few murderers do," Alec answered
testily. " If 'ever you see a man who has murderer written
all over him you can bet your boots he teaches a Sunday
school class, is kind to canaries, and takes up a cup of tea
to his wife every morning. The fact remains that I once
tried in cold blood to kill a man. I threw a knife that